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The Hower'd meads, the wedded birds so late,

Mine eyes discovered.    Then did to mind resort

The jolly woes, the hateless short debate,

The rakel life that 'longs to love's disport.

Wherewith, alas, the heavy charge of care

Heapt in my breast breaks forth, against my will,

In smoky sighs that overcast the air.

My vapour'd eyes such dreary tears distil,

The tender spring which quicken where they fall,

And I half-beat to throw me down withal.

XII

SET me whereas the sun doth parch the green,
Or where his beams may not dissolve the ice,
In temperate heat, where he is felt and seen;
With proud people, in presence sad and wise;
Set me in low, or yet in high degree;
In the long night, or in the shortest day;
In clear weather, or where clouds thickest be;
In lusty youth, or when my hairs be gray:
Set me in earth, in heaven, or yet in hell,
In hill, in dale, or m the foaming flood;
Thrall, or at large, alive whereso I dwell,
Sick, or in health, in ill fame or in good,
Yours will I be, and with this only thought
Comfort myself when that my hope is nought.

xra

I NEVER saw you, madam, lay apart

Your cornet black, in cold nor yet in heat,

Sith first ye knew of my desire so great

Which other fancies chas'd clean from my heart.

Whiles to myself I did the thought reserve

That so tinware did wound rny woeful breast,

Pity I saw within your heart did rest:

But since ye knew I did you love and serve

Your golden treese was clad alway in black,

Your smiling looks were hid thus evermore,

All that withdrawn that I did crave so sore.

So doth this cornet govern me, alack,

In summer sun, in winter breath of frost,

Of your fair eyes whereby the light is lost.